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leading man's arm and he turned round in surprise. " Listen,
friend," I said, " to the possessor of the eye of the doctrine
there is no darkness. In the Western Paradise of the Buddha
who is named Boundless Light the sun shall rise for you once
again," A flash of joy chased the blank despair for a moment
from the blind man's face, while his comrade thanked me with
a touching look of gratitude.

Next day the whole party set out by the same path on which I
had met the blind man. Before we had gone a mile I noticed
that the Lachhenpas were walking badly, advancing a hundred
yards at excessive speed and then putting down their loads and
starting to gossip. The symptoms were unmistakable: I saw
the ghosts of the troublesome porters at Gangotri rising again.
But this time I was no longer a raw hand. If they were work-
ing for a prolongation of inarching time in order to earn more
days' pay, we could manoeuvre for position too. One thing.to
do was to pick out the willing elements and play them against
the Bolshevists, and another, to anticipate intended halts and
rush the men quickly past attractive camping-sites on to ground
where a stop was not so alluring. At each inviting spot I was
ready for them and managed to hustle a few beyond it, with-
out betraying my feelings. The men were argumentative but
friendly and often a jest was enough to keep them OB the
move.

There was one young porter, with a very droll expression,
who was conspicuous for his strength, speed and reliability, a
fellow who gave no trouble and was a pattern to the others.
" What's his name? " I asked. " Oh! he's a loony, soft in
the head! " I was told: actually he was slightly sub-normal.
Of course our Sherpas were always entirely dependable; but
they tended to forge ahead too fast for the force of their example
to influence the others.

Our three days' trek to the Zemu passed off quite satisfactorily
in the end, though it required constant vigilance to control the
troublesome elements among the porters. In the evenings,
the leading Bolshevists used to harangue us eloquently on the
scarcity of camping-grounds and fuel for the next day; we
countered this by proposing an exceptionally distant place as
the end of the following march, in language no less rhetorical.
This little game was played without ill-feeling and the com-
promises that we reached worked out about right.